THE P-IVEB

\VHEN MARY ARRIVED AT THE NEW INN, PUNCTUALLY AT TEN
o'clock, with their lunch tied up in white paper in a basket, she
found John Crow seated on a bench outside the entrance, with
two oars and a long boat-hook lying across his knees.
The wind had sheered round to due south and what there was
of it was faint-blowing. The sky was covered with an opalescent
vapour; the sun was warm; and the wandering odours that were
wafted towards the girl from the neighbouring cottages had a
sweetness in them beyond the pungency of burning peat; a
sweetness that may have come from the new buds in the privet
hedges, or from the dug-up earth clods in the little gardens at
the back, where the spades and forks of the men still stood fixed
in the ground awaiting their return when the day's work was
over.
He rose with alacrity to welcome her, the two oars in one
hand, the boat-hook in the other. "I've got the key," he announced
triumphantly. "It's at the end of Alder Dyke on the big river.
They say we'd better go there by Foulden Bridge." He lowered
his voice and bent down his head. "Did any of them try to slop
you coming? Did Philip say anything?"
She shook her head and stood for a moment without moving,
her face averted, looking dreamily down the street. "This will
never happen to me again," she thought. "I am in love with him.
He is in love with me. I shall never forget this day and I shall
never feel just like this ever again, whatever happens." She turned
towards John. "I don't care where you take me," her look said,
"or what you do with me, as long as we are together!" But her
lips said, "Do you mind going in and getting some more of that
wine, John? I didn't want to make my basket too heavy, so I left
on the table the bottle of milk that Aunt Elizabeth made me
take."
He propped up the oars and the boat-hook against the house
and went in. Mary moved away, crossed to the other side of the